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grandfathers; older men whom I had known since first coming
to the territory were passing from the scene, leaving voids which
could not be filled. A new generation had arrived, respectful of
our years and not too self-assured, but with a trace of cynicism
in their manner and firm purpose in their eyes, saying in effect:
"Here now, you've had your turn. You've prepared us to take
over and we're ready. Why not give us a chance?"
When I learned, to my astonishment, that I was the oldest
doctor in the territory but one, in point of residence, pictures of
Dr. Simpson rose in my mind with disconcerting frequency.
Already well beyond middle age, he had come to Alaska in
the gold-rush and built up an enormous practice, and had held
for more than thirty years the confidence and respect of all who
knew him, which included practically everyone in the country.
He was a doctor of whom his patients said, "I'd rather have old
Doc Simpson drunk than anyone else around here sober." He was
one who scorned all social gatherings, never refused to make a
call, never sent out a bill, and who read, talked and thought of
nothing but his profession. As nearly everyone in town was
indebted to him, enough money came in voluntarily each month
to satisfy his wants, which were extremely modest.
But year by year we younger men cut deeper and deeper into
his practice. Old patients who had sworn by him through all sorts
of injuries and ailments were sending for us late at night after
closely drawing the blinds, or stealing into the office after watching
him turn a corner. When he finally realized that something was
amiss no show of affection could brighten the puzzled, wistful
look in his eyes, no protestations of gratitude could compensate
him for the diminishing confidence in his professional skill.
Crowded back into second place and later into third, he gave up
the struggle and left town, a broken-hearted and resentful old
man.                                          *
What had moved his loyal patients to change doctors? His
wisdom, experience and personal knowledge of their health
problems were far greater than ours, his mind was still alert, his
hand steady, his judgment sure. While his methods were somewhat
out-dated, no one ever questioned his faithfulness and sincerity
of purpose.
It was obvious to me that he had suffered the usual consequences
of having practised medicine in a small community too long; that
he had come to know his patients too well to exhibit keen interest